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the Huron-Wendat, the Seneca, and most recently, the Mississaugas of the Credit River. Today, this meeting place is still the home to many 
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Eric Domville is a Professor Emeritus 
in English literature at the University of 
Toronto, where he taught at all levels 
for 30 years. Since his retirement, he 
has concentrated on the relationship 
between words and music in song 
and opera. Domville has given many 
pre-performance talks for the Canadian 
Opera Company and Opera Atelier, 
and delivered lectures to opera guilds 
across Ontario. For the past 20 years, 
he has acted as commentator for 
the Music and Poetry series at the 
University of Toronto Faculty of Music. 
Currently, in addition to presenting 
opera courses at various institutions, 
Eric Domville appears as a guest 
presenter of programs on classical 
music on CIUT, the University of 
Toronto’s radio station at 89.5 FM. 
Many of his articles on operas have 
appeared in the program books of the 
Canadian Opera Company. 


Style and musical elegance combined 
with an intuitive theatrical sense are 
the hallmarks of soprano Monica 
Whicher’s performances on the concert 
and opera stage. She has performed 
with orchestras, opera companies and 
at chamber festivals across Canada 
and in the U.S., Mexico, Europe and 
Asia with conductors including Elelmuth 
Rilling, Peter Oundjian, Jukka-Pekka 
Saraste, Franz Paul Decker, Steuart 
Bedford, Yannick Nezet-Seguin, Duane 
Wolff, Pinchas Zuckerman, Trevor 
Pinnick, Herve Niquet, Andrew Parrott, 
Harry Bicket, Timothy Vernon and 
Alexander Weimann. 

Along with all the major oratorio roles, 
operatic roles have included Thai's 
(Massenet’s Thais), the Countess 
(Mozart’s Le Nozze di Figaro), Pamina 
and Erste Dame (Mozart’s Die 
Zauberflote), Zerlina (Mozart’s Don 
Giovanni), Anna Maurant (Kurt Weill’s 
Street Scene), Dido (Purcell’s Dido 
and Aeneas), The Governess (Britten’s 
Turn of the Screw) and Female Chorus 
(Britten’s The Rape of Lucretia). 

Whicher was nominated for a Juno 
Award for Singing Somers Theatre 
(Centrediscs) as well as two Dora 
Mavor Moore Awards, and praised 
for her Naxos recording of Castor 


Biographies 

et Pollux. Her critically acclaimed 
portrayal of Merope in Lully’s Persee 
can be seen on the EuroArts/Naxos 
DVD and she is featured on the Juno 
Award-winning CDs Mozart’s Magic 
Fantasy, Beethoven Lives Upstairs 
and Daydreams and Lullabies. Recent 
recordings include Lullabies and Carols 
for Christmas, with harpist Judy Loman 
for Naxos, and The Art Songs of Mykola 
Lysenko, The Art Songs of Yakov 
Stepovyi, and The Galicians, all for the 
Ukrainian Art Song Project. 

A former member of the Canadian 
Opera Company Ensemble Studio, 
Whicher studied at the Banff School of 
Fine Arts, the Britten-Pears School of 
Music (Aldeburgh, England), the Steans 
Institute (Ravinia Festival, USA), and 
was a recipient of the George London 
Award, Sullivan Foundation Grants, and 
a Canada Council Career Development 
Grant. She is a graduate of the 
University of Toronto, where she was 
a student of the renowned Canadian 
soprano, Lois Marshall. Monica Whicher 
is on the Voice Faculty of the University 
of Toronto and the Glenn Gould School 
of the Royal Conservatory of Music. 


Pianist Steven Philcox is Associate 
Professor at the University of Toronto 
where he leads the Collaborative Piano 
Program. One of Canada’s finest 
collaborators, he is a frequent partner 
of Canada’s vocal elite and continues 
to perform in leading concert halls 
across North America. From 1999 to 
2010, Philcox was repetiteur, assistant 
conductor, and orchestral continuo 
player with the Canadian Opera 
Company where he had the privilege of 
working on more than 35 productions. 
Increasingly recognized for his 
teaching, he has given master classes 
throughout Canada and is regularly 
invited to mentor young artists at 
many of Canada’s prestigious summer 
programs: Opera on the Avalon, 

Toronto Sumer Music, and Vancouver 
International Song Institute (VISI). He 
has also held teaching positions at the 
Banff Centre’s Twentieth Century Opera 
and Song Festival, the Chautauqua 
Summer Institute, the Centre for 
Operatic Studies in Italy (COSI), and the 


Highlands Opera Studio in Haliburton, 
Ontario. His most recent endeavour 
is the Canadian Art Song Project 
(CASP) which he co-directs with tenor 
Lawrence Wiliford. CASP’s mission is 
to foster the development of new song 
through an annual commission and 
its performance as well as providing 
opportunities for Canadian artists to 
program and advocate the wealth of 
riches in the existing song literature. 

A graduate of the University of British 
Columbia, Steven Philcox pursued 
his love of vocal literature for two 
summers at the Music Academy of 
the West, Santa Barbara, California. 
Subsequently, he went on to receive 
his Master of Music Degree in Vocal 
Accompanying from the Manhattan 
School of Music. 


UPCOMING TICKETED 
CONCERTS 

Of Thee I Sing 

Thu Mar 15 - Sat Mar 17 | 7:30 pm 
Sun Mar 18 | 2:30 pm 
MacMillan Theatre 

The Artist’s Life Through Song/ 
Paint Me a Song 

Mon Mar 19 | 7:30 pm 
Walter Hall 

Cherubini Requiem 
UofT Symphony Orchestra 
with University Choirs 

Sat Mar 24 | 7:30 pm 
MacMillan Theatre 

UTJO & 11 O’clock Jazz Orchestra 
with Renee Rosnes 

Wed Mar 28 | 7:30 pm 
Walter Hall 

Wind Symphony 

Thu Mar 29 | 7:30 pm 
MacMillan Theatre 

Wind Ensemble 

Thu Apr 5 | 7:30 pm 
MacMillan Theatre 

Tickets available at music.utoronto.ca 
or 416-408-0208 



Robert Schumann: Liederkreis, Op. 24 
Text: Heinrich Heine 


I. 


Morgens steh' ich auf und frage: 

Kommt feins Liebchen heut? 

Abends sink' ich hin und klage: 

Aus blieb sie auch heut. 

Every morning I awake and ask: 

Will my sweetheart come today? 

Every evening I sink down and lament: 

She stayed away again today. 

In der Nacht mit meinem Kummer 

Lieg' ich schlaflos, [wach] 1 ; 

Traumend, wie im halben Schlummer, 

Traumend wandle ich bei Tag. 

All night with my grief 

I lie sleepless, waking; 
dreaming, as if half asleep, 
dreaming, I pass the day. 

II. 

Es treibt mich hin, es treibt mich her! 

Noch wenige Stunden, dann soli ich sie schauen, 

Sie selber, die schonste der schonen Jungfrauen; - 
Du armes Herz, was pochst du so schwer! 

I am driven to and fro! 

A few more hours and I shall see her, 
her, the fairest of the maidens. 

Poor heart, how hard you beat! 

Die Stunden sind aber ein faules Volk! 

Schleppen sich behaglich trage, 

Schleichen gahnend ihre Wege; - 
Tummle dich, du faules Volk! 

But the hours are a lazy lot! 

They shuffle lethargically, as they please, 
and, yawning, crawl on their way. 

Look sharp, you lazy lot! 

Tobende Eile mich treibend erfalit! 

Aber wohl niemals liebten die Horen; - 
Heimlich im grausamen Bunde verschworen, 

Spotten sie tiickisch der Liebenden Hast. 

Raging impatience grips me, urging me on. 

But the hours can never have loved. 

Secretly sworn to a cruel alliance 
they spitefully mock lovers’ haste. 

III. 

Ich wandelte unter den Baumen 

Mit meinem Gram allein; 

Da kam das alte Traumen 

Und schlich mir ins Herz hinein. 

I wandered among the trees, 
alone with my suffering; 
along came that old dream 
and crept into my heart. 

Wer hat euch dies Wortlein gelehret, 

Ihr Voglein in luftiger Hoh'? 

Schweigt still! wenn mein Herz es horet, 

Dann tut es noch einmal so weh. 

Who taught you this little word, 
you tiny birds in the airy heights? 

Be quiet! if my heart hears it, 
then all my pain will return. 

"Es kam ein Jungfraulein gegangen. 

Die sang es immerfort. 

Da haben wir Voglein gefangen 

Das hiibsche, goldne Wort." 

"It came from a young woman, 
who sang it again and again; 
that is how we tiny birds captured 
this pretty, golden word." 

Das sollt ihr mir nicht [mehr]3 erzahlen, 

Ihr Voglein [wunderschlau]4; 

Ihr wollt meinem Kummer mir stehlen, 

Ich aber niemandem trau'. 

You should not explain this to me now, 
you tiny, cunning birds; 
you wanted to steal my grief from me, 
but I trust no one. 



Robert Schumann: Liederkreis, Op. 24 
Text: Heinrich Heine 


IV. 

Lieb' Liebchen, leg's Handchen aufs Herze mein; - 
Ach, horst du, wie's pochet im Kammerlein? 

Da hauset ein Zimmermann schlimm und arg, 

Der zimmert mir einen Totensarg. 

Dear sweetheart, lay your hand on my heart; - 
ah, do you hear the hammering inside? 
inside there lives a carpenter, wicked and evil: 
he's building my coffin. 

Es hammert und klopfet bei Tag und bei Nacht; 

Es hat mich schon langst um den Schlaf gebracht. 
Ach! sputet euch, Meister Zimmermann, 

Damit ich balde schlafen kann. 

He hammers and pounds by day and by night; 
it has been a long time since I could sleep. 

Ah, hurry. Mister Carpenter, 
finish so that I can sleep. 

V. 

Schone Wiege meiner Leiden, 

Schones Grabmal meiner Ruh', 

Schone Stadt, wir miissen scheiden, - 
Lebe wohl! ruf ich dir zu. 

Pretty cradle of my sorrows, 
pretty tombstone of my rest, 
pretty town - we must part, - 
farewell! I call to you. 

Lebe wohl, du heil'ge Schwelle, 

Wo da wandelt Liebchen traut; 

Lebe wohl! du heil'ge Stelle, 

Wo ich sie zuerst geschaut. 

Larewell, you holy threshhold, 
across which my darling would tread; 
farewell! you sacred spot 
where I first saw her. 

Hatt' ich dich doch nie geseh’n, 

Schone Herze nskonigin! 

Nimmer war' es dann geschehen, 

DaB ich jetzt so elend bin. 

Would that I had never seen you, 
lovely queen of my heart! 

Never would it then have happened, 
that I would now be so wretched. 

Nie wollt' ich dein Herze rtihren, 

Liebe hab' ich nie erfleht; 

Nur ein stilles Leben ftihren 

Wollt' ich, wo dein Odem weht. 

I never wished to touch your heart, 

I never begged for love; 

all I wished was to lead a quiet life 

where your breath could stir me. 

Doch du drangst mich selbst von hinnen, 

Bittre Worte spricht dein Mund; 

Wahnsinn wtihlt in meinen Sinnen, 

Und mein Herz ist krank und wund. 

Yet you yourself pushed me away from you, 
with bitter words at your lips; 

Madness filled my senses, 

and my heart is sick and wounded. 

Und die Glieder matt und trage 

Schlepp' ich fort am Wanderstab, 

Bis mein mtides Haupt ich lege 

Lerne in ein ktihles Grab. 

And my limbs are heavy and sluggish; 

I'll drag myself forward, leaning on my staff, 
until I can lay my weary head 
in a cool and distant grave. 



Robert Schumann: Liederkreis, Op. 24 
Text: Heinrich Heine 


VI. 

Warte, warte, wilder [Schiffsmann]l, 

Gleich folg' ich zum Hafen dir; 

Von zwei Jungfraun nehm' ich Abschied, 

Von Europa und von ihr. 

Wait, wait, wild boatman, 
soon I’ll follow you to the harbor; 
from two maidens I am taking my leave, 
from Europe and from Her. 

Blutquell, rinn' aus meinen Augen, 

Blutquell, brich aus meinem Leib, 

DaB ich mit dem heiBen Blute 

Meine Schmerzen niederschreib'. 

Stream of blood, run from my eyes, 
stream of blood, burst from my body, 
so that with this hot blood 

I can write down my agonies. 

Ei, mein Lieb, warum just heute 

Schauderst du, mein Blut zu sehn? 

Sahst mich bleich und herzeblutend 

Lange Jahre vor dir steh’n! 

Ah, my dear, why just today 
do you shudder to see my blood? 

You've seen me pale, my heart bleeding, 
standing before you for many years! 

Kennst du noch das alte Liedchen 

Von der Schlang' im Paradies, 

Die durch schlimme Apfelgabe 

Unsern Ahn ins Elend stieB. 

Do you know that old song 
about the serpent in Paradise 
who, by wickedly giving an apple, 
threw our ancestors into misery? 

Alles Unheil brachten Apfel! 

Eva bracht' damit den Tod, 

Eris brachte Trojas Flammen, 

Du brachst'st beides, Flamm' und Tod. 

Apples have caused every ill! 

Eve brought death through them, 

Eris caused the flames of Troy; 
and you brought both, flame and death. 

VII. 

Berg' und Burgen schaun herunter 

In den spiegelhellen Rhein, 

Und mein Schiffchen segelt munter. 

Rings umglanzt von Sonnenschein. 

Mountains and castles gaze down 
into the mirror-bright Rhine, 
and my little boat sails merrilly, 
the sunshine glistening around it. 

Ruhig seh' ich zu dem Spiele 

Goldner Wellen, kraus bewegt; 

Still erwachen die Geftihle, 

Die ich tief im Busen hegt'. 

Calmly I watch the play 
of golden, ruffled waves surging; 
silently feelings awaken in me 
that I have kept deep in my heart. 

Freundlich griissend und verheiBend 

Lockt hinab des Stromes Pracht; 

Doch ich kenn' ihn, oben gleiBend, 

Birgt sein Inures Tod und Nacht. 

With friendly greetings and promises, 
the river's splendor beckons; 
but I know it - gleaming above 
it conceals within itself Death and Night. 

Oben Lust, im Busen Tiicken, 

Strom, du bist der Liebsten Bild! 

Die kann auch so freundlich nicken, 

Lachelt auch so fromm und mild. 

Above, pleasure; at heart, malice; 

O river, you are the very image of my beloved! 

She can nod with just as much friendliness, 
also smiling so devotedly and gently. 

VIII. 

Anfangs wollt' ich fast verzagen, 

Und ich glaubt', ich triig' es nie; 

Und ich hab' es doch getragen - 
Aber fragt mich nur nicht, wie? 

At first I almost despaired, 

and I thought I would never be able to bear it; 

yet even so, I have borne it - 

but do not ask me how. 



Robert Schumann: Liederkreis, Op. 24 
Text: Heinrich Heine 


IX._ 

Mit Myrten und Rosen, lieblich und hold, 

Mit duft'gen Zypressen und Flittergold, 

Mocht' ich zieren diet) Buch wie 'nen Totenschrein, 
Und sargen meine Lieder hinein. 

O konnt' ich die Liebe sargen hinzu! 

Auf dem Grabe der Liebe wachst Bliimlein der Ruh', 
Da bliiht es hervor, da pfltickt man es ab, - 
Doch mir bltiht's nur, wenn ich selber im Grab. 


Hier sind nun die Lieder, die einst so wild, 
Wie ein Lavastrom, der dem Atna entquillt, 
Hervorgestiirtzt aus dem tiefsten Gemiit, 

Und rings viel blitzende Funken versprtiht! 

Nun liegen sie stumm und totengleich. 

Nun starren sie kalt und nebelbleich, 

Doch aufs neu die alte Glut sie belebt, 

Wenn der Liebe Geist einst iiber sie schwebt. 

Und es wird mir im Herzen viel Ahnung laut: 
Der Liebe Geist einst iiber sie taut; 

Einst kommt dies Buch in deine Hand, 

Du slil.ies Lieb im fernen Land. 

Dann lost sich des Liedes Zauberbann, 

Die b I alien Buchstaben schaun dich an, 

Sie schauen dir flehend ins schone Aug', 

Und fliistern mit Wehmut und Liebeshauch. 


With myrtle and roses, lovely and pretty, 
with fragrant cypresses and gold tinsel, 

I would decorate this book like a coffin 
and bury my songs inside it. 

O if only I could bury my love there as well! 

On the grave of Love grows the blossom of peace; 

it blooms and then is plucked, - 

yet it will bloom for me only when I am myself in the 

grave. 

Here now are the songs which, once so wild, 
like a stream of lava that flowed from Etna, 
burst from the depths of my heart, 
and spray glittering sparks everywhere! 

Now they lie mute and death-like, 

now they stare coldly, pale as mist, 

but the old glow will revive them afresh, 

when the spirit of love someday floats above them. 

And in my heart the thought grows loud: 
the spirit of love will someday thaw them; 
someday this book will arrive in your hands, 
you, my sweet love in a distant land. 

Then shall the songs' magic spell be broken, 
and the white letters shall gaze at you; 
they'll gaze beseechingly into your lovely eyes, 
and whisper with sadness and a breath of love. 



